FIRE BELOW

way for their fellows and the five of them
carried me off.
The station stood in a square a little way
off, and before five more minutes had passed,
I was haled up a flight of broad steps and into
a low-pitched hall, where two or three police
were standing about a small fire of logs. From
there I was led to a room in which an inspector
sat, and to him the police that had seized
me told their tale. Then I was questioned,
but stuck to what I had said, and after two
jailers had searched me they thrust me into
a cell.
I was presently given some supper of which
I was very glad, for though we had eaten at
Bariche, that meal had been hasty and broken
and our drive through the cool, night air had
served to sharpen a hunger that had been but
half appeased; and when my supper was
done I made bold to smoke, for, though they
had turned out my pockets, the jailers had
taken nothing but only the map.
I cannot think why I assumed that I should
be kept at Sallust until the next day, but I
ivas about to make the best of my pallet,
when I heard the sound of an engine whose
throttle is thrown wide open and suddenly
closed. I listened carefully. Then came steps
in the hall, and some door was opened and shut.
I could tell from the engine's note that the
car was not that of Grieg, but I guessed it
had corne from Vigil and had brought two or
more detectives to carry me back.
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